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Never Trust the Drummer 


Author's Notes: 
Here\'s a continuation of Nick and MartyWs adventures. Inspired by a comment that the fabulous Flut201B left 
on my story Don\'t Stick Your Tongue In That. Enjoy, if you can. 


‘You sure this is a good idea, dude? It looks like it could go really, really wrong. | mean, what if you get it 
where it shouldn't go? 


‘Trust me, some groupies a few years back did it on themselves, and | watched, and then | came so hard 


‘cause they looked like they were having the time of their lives. You gotta relax, Marty: 
‘Nick, if you fuck this up, l'm gonna tell Dave that you wear a thong while you're drumming: 
‘Dude, Dave knows damn well that | wear no underwear at all when | play: 


‘How does he know that?! 


Nick was silent for a moment. 

‘Let's just do this once, okay? If you don't like it, | won't make you do it again! 

Marty sighed, slumping his head in defeat. 

‘Alright. Just this once: 

Nick leaned down, pulled Marty off the couch and onto his feet and kissed him, before running to the hotel 
freezer and retrieving the tub of ice cream he'd convinced Marty to let him play with. And then he flicked on 
the kettle. 

It had been about four or five days since Marty pulled his jelly cup stunt and wound up with Nick's cock in his 
mouth, and then vice versa. In that time, the two had progressed a fair bit, but Nick still had that event on 
his mind and was out for revenge. He had something truly magnificent planned, and it involved the pair of 


handcuffs he had stashed under his pillow, the ice cream, and the hot liquid in the kettle. 


‘Come on. | wanna watch you strip, he told the guitarist as he led him to their room, and Marty blushed 
furiously. 


Nick set the ice cream on the dresser, and then wrapped his arms around the small man in front of him. 
‘Take your clothes off for me, Marty,' his whispered in his ear. Buying time. 
Marty had no idea what was in store for him. 


He shrugged out of his shirt, and his slender body was revealed. Pale skin, no hair at all and a chest adorned 
with tiny dark nipples; the other important part of Nick's plan. 


‘Hot damn, Nick murmured, a predatory leer crossing his face. ‘| just wanna eat you alive: 

Marty giggled at that and flicked his pants across the room, revealing the fact that he was a little excited 
about what Nick was going to do to him. The drummer approached, and ran his hands over his shoulders and 
up to his chin, leaning in for a hot kiss. He gently nudged Marty back onto the bed and pushed him down, so he 
was lying flat on his back. Time to execute Torture Marty: Phase One. 

Nick licked at Marty's lips until he was granted access, and he slipped his tongue inside, enjoying the little 
noises he made. He slipped his fingers down the guitarist's body, giving his nipples a tweak on the way, and took 
Marty's hand in his own, and then raised their hands above his head. Marty laughed softly and broke the kiss. 
‘Feeling affectionate, are we? he smiled breathlessly, and Nick bit back his evil laughter. 


‘Just gettin’ in the mood. | want you to trust me: 


| trust you, Marty smiled, his dark eyes shining with sincerity. 


As soon as the words were out of his mouth, Nick made his move. His other arm came over Marty's head 
and went under the pillow, whipping out the handcuffs he had hidden under it. In one smooth motion, he took 
the hand he held and clicked one of them around it and looped the chain around one of the bedposts. It didn't 
take him much to grab Marty's other arm, force it up, and click his slender wrist into the other cuff, 
fastening him to the bed. 


‘You probably shouldn't, he sniggered, while the guitarist lay there in shock 
‘What the fuck, Nick?! 
Outside, the kettle dinged. Torture Marty - Phase One: Underway. 


Nick leapt up with a whoop and ran our of the room, Marty's curses and sounds of struggling following him. 
There was no need to worry about Marty getting away - he'd bought the best, most expensive handcuffs he 
could find. He hummed to himself as he prepared the coffee, making sure it was hot but not enough to burn. 
He shed his shirt on the way back in, revealing his tanned, muscular torso and shutting Marty up for a split 
second. He set the coffee jug down on the bedside table and stripped down to his boxers, glancing at Marty's 


cock, now fully hard. 


‘Let me go; Marty said as threateningly as he could. ‘| said | trusted you. This isn't fair, | didn't agree to this! 


It wasn't part of the plan! His voice rose to a wail at the end of his statement. 

‘No, Nick smirked. ‘I'm gonna have fun with you tonight: Then he ditched his shorts, and Marty's eyes widened. 
Reaching down to the floor, he grabbed the tub of ice-cream, set it on the bed and the climbed on top of 
Marty, straddling his waist. Their cocks brushed and the small man moaned, rocking his hips upward. 


‘You're such a slut, Marty, Nick laughed breathily, and Marty shot him an indignant look. 


‘If you were in my position now, you'd be doing the same thing; he pouted as Nick pulled the lid off the ice 
cream. It had melted a little, but that didn't matter. 


‘Shh, now, you gotta enjoy this. Ready? 

"Whatever; Marty grumbled, and then he hissed as the cold liquid hit his chest. He arched his back and tugged 
at his restraints, the tendons in his neck and shoulders straining. What he saw next made him exhale rather 
sharply; Nick leaning down, dark hair pooling on pale skin, hot tongue flicking out to lick up the ice cream. 


The drummer smirked up at him. 


‘See? It's fun: 


‘The ice cream looks like something else: 
Nick wiggled his eyebrows. ‘That'll come later, | promise: 


He went for the tub again. Slowly, he eased a bit out and dropped it onto Marty's right nipple, and the smaller 


man's eyes shot open and he released a strangled howl. 

Shit, that's cold: His statement choked off into a moan as Nick worked his tongue around it, rolling over the 
hard nub with his teeth. More went onto the left one, and Marty began to thoroughly enjoy himself. His cock 
ached, and he wondered if Marty would take the ice cream down there. He tried to arch up and get friction 
with Nick's back, anything, but it was to no avail 


‘All in good time, dear Marty, Nick teased, and then he withdrew from Marty completely, and reached for the 
coffee pot. 


Marty's eyes went wide, and a hint of fear came into them. He obviously hadn't seen it. 

‘Oh no, don't you fucking dare. | swear to God, Nick, no! 

Nick should have brought a gag. 

‘Shut up, Marty. This is revenge for your fucking jelly cup shit: 

‘| fucking sucked you off! What do you need to get revenge for? 

‘Being such a fucking tease. 

‘You still got a blowjob out of it! No, please, don't-' 

Marty cut himself off with a shriek and wild writhing as the boiling hot liquid landed on his cold nipple, quickly 
followed by Nick's tongue, and then more ice cream. Sensations shot through him; mostly pain. Delicious pain, 
though, that went straight to his aching cock. 

‘Mm, coffee flavoured ice cream,' Nick grinned down at him, a drop of white liquid on his lip. He went for the 
other nipple and Marty squirmed underneath him, his breath catching in his throat. The sensitive flesh tingled 
and stung with the hot liquid, and the quick but dramatic change in temperature sent shivers all through him. 
‘| think you've had your revenge now; Marty panted. 


Nick pouted at him and tweaked his nipples. 


‘Abusing these is rather fun, he drawled. ‘But you didn't swear at me that much, so | think I'm done up here: 


Torture Marty - Phase One: Complete. 

Marty let out a sigh of relief and relaxed against the bed. 

‘tm not finished with you, though, Nick sniggered, licking his lips. "You're so hot, Marty: 

Marty just blushed, his cheeks turning a delicate shade of fuchsia 

‘What are you gonna do to me now”: 

‘tm gonna have me an ice-cream, | think. Just chill, okay? 

The guitarist started giggling at that. Nick rolled his eyes. 

‘No pun intended: 

With that, he slithered down Marty's slender body and took hold of his cock. 

Torture Marty - Phase Two: Underway. 

He jerked it slowly a couple of times, which stopped any kind of laughter from the smaller man and elicited a 
choked moan. Then he took the spoon and drizzled the cold, melted liquid around the base, and Marty shivered 


violently and bit down on his lip to stop from yelling. 


When Nick's tongue lapped up the ice cream, hot and wet combined with cold and sticky on sensitive skin, 


Marty squirmed and let out a youl. 
Shit! 


He tried to push his ass further back into the bed, to get away from Nick, but the drummer held him firm 


by his narrow hips. 
‘Let me finish this, and then I'll let you finish, okay?‘ Nick said snidely, as he went for the spoon again. 


This time, Marty was prepared. His stomach muscles spasmed and his whole body tensed, but that was all 
When Nick's tongue landed on his balls, though, he drew in a sharp breath. 


‘God damn, you taste fine, Nick hummed, his tongue finding its way to Marty's cock, licking a cold trail up the 
underside and flicking over the reddened head. 


‘Nick, I'm not gonna last much longer. Can you please just suck me? Surely you've got your revenge by now. 


‘Almost, almost; Nick assured him. Yeah, right. Torture Marty - Phase Two: Complete. 


‘Ugh, what are you gonna do to me now? 
Nick grinned delightedly. This was the best bit. Torture Marty - Phase Three: Underway. 


‘Well, first Im gonna jerk off; he said, trailing a hand down his own body and getting comfortable. ‘And you're 


gonna watch: 
Marty's eyes grew wide and pleading as he watched Nick begin to pleasure himself; tremors running through 
his muscular body when he got close. Naughty, lust-filled brown eyes watched Marty's reactions. He tugged at 


his restraints, and let out a soft moan, his cock heavy and leaking profusely against his stomach. 


When Nick came, he bucked hard up into his hand and cursed once under his breath. The two didn't break eyes 


contact. 

By this time, Marty was whimpering and pleading for something, anything which would bring him relief. 
‘Please, Nick,‘ he begged. ‘It's fucking painful. Anything, | swear to God: 

But Nick just grinned like the Cheshire cat and glanced at the clock on the wall 


‘Oh! Would you look at the time! Six thirty, I've got to go. | told Junior I'd have a drink with him tonight. See 
you later, dude: 


And with that, he threw on his clothes and walked out, Marty's screams and curses following him down the 
hallway. 


Torture Marty - Phase Three: Complete. Life was good from the drummer in Megadeth. 


Meanwhile, Marty lay on the hotel bed, pondering his predicament. He cursed Nick again under his breath, and 
his head hung to one side. The chains rattled. 


Hold on.. if he could roll over.. 


Marty shifted his weight to one side and the chains rattled again as he grunted and rolled onto his stomach. 
Fuck yeah. His hips drove forward, generating sweet, glorious friction with the mattress and he sighed with 
relief. He made sure he wasn't on his side of the bed and then continued to thrust into the mattress. With a 
groan, he came, his body going limp. And then he smiled, for victory was his. Nick would be sleeping in the wet 


patch tonight. 


